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LAURA STOTT
Fa i t h
1
T h e  sky changes  every ev e n in g  in to  c loud s ,  
a n d  m o u n t a i n s  lean in to  t h e m .
The ju n g le  o p en s  a hea r t .
M o o n  rises l i s te n in g  to b lo o d  p u m p i n g  in o u r  smal l  bod ies .
O u r  ne ig h b o r ,  the  o n e  w i th  a goat ,  t u r n s  on  a radio .
A n d  o u t  o f  the  j ung le  a fox tells us in a s t r an g e  voice over  the
s t r an g e  voices  s inging ,
his o w n  story.  So m u c h  so,
we all get  up  in the  n i g h t  f r ig h t e n e d ,
an d  s tare o f f  in to  the  d a r k  a n d  say, D id  you hear that, ma'am?
Listen. It is an im a l  
an d  m o o n .
There is the  so n g  o f  p rayer  f lai l ing 
like pages o f  n i gh t .
2
A B u d d h i s t  m o n k  nam es  a girl  a f ter  a H i n d u  goddess .
A n o t h e r  af ter  a l i g h tn i n g  bo l t  a n d  a lucky  m o o n ,  
an d  a n o t h e r  Christina—
She pa in t s  p i c tu re s  
like i t ’s e v e r y th in g  
she bel ieves  in.
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Lotus.
Rabbi t .
Rose.
She wants  to be a disc jockey.
1 D e i ty  hangs on a s t r ing a ro u n d  her neck—  
fo r  protection. Small ha nds ,  wi th  small warts,  
i hold m in e  as she tells me the s tory
a bou t  R a m a — who spen t  fourt een  years in exile for his fa ther  s love. 
3
I he s i lhoue t t e  o f  m o u n ta in
marks a bo rder  be tween heaven and ear th ,  song 
and  flesh.
A s trange  m o th ,  green and blue, crawls 
confused  across concre te .
I kneel dow n ,  maybe  for the first t ime  in my life.
T h e r e  is so m uch  l is t ening  and  speak ing
in a wor ld  no t  be lo ng ing  to a nyone  reading  this.
Least o f  all, me.
Child, hold God in those hands.
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